BARBARIAN STORIES

think that everyone is like oneself, and ought to want
the same help and the same good, but to let them go
their own way: to live less by logic and more by ex-
perience. But it was like talking to a child. Well, I
suppose some people never do grow up.

Tom had been arguing too, but I'm not quite sure
what about - I don't know how the other man started!
But they were talking hard, first about shipping
statistics, and then about the carrying trade and how
and why it has shifted from one country to another.
It was interesting and soothing and very remote from
the shipowner himself. I listened for some time. It
was difficult to tell what was happening below, par-
ticularly now that it was all a little blued with cigar
smoke. I was not going to do what I knew was silly
and wasteful: put myself into that man's mind again.
He was, at any rate, sitting calmly enough, drinking
occasionally, with a small group round him that
changed sometimes.

It was still raining when we went out, and still this
restless, trembling, whispering crowd. 'Well/ said
Tom, 'shall we go down to the docks?' I heard his
voice a little sharp and eager on the consonants and
knew that inside he was really much more excited
than I was.

There was no possibility of driving or even getting
a tram. We walked through the town, taking short
cuts through odd, deserted little streets with draggled
greengrocers' shops at the corners and every window
shut. Tom has that curious sense of direction in a
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